Not only did she take the Duke away, she so well contrived to
remove others, that in a moment there was an empty space about the
pair. If they remained the object of attention of all curious eyes, at
least they were sufficiently alone to speak softly without fear of being
overheard.	_	„	, ^
"How long you have kgpt me waiting, Prospero," were the first
amazing words that added to his confusion. It was a lament rather
than a reproach. "What endless months in which to practise patience.
And now that at last you are here . . ." She paused. She was scan-
ning his face, so grim and solemn. "Have you nothing to say to
me?1
"More than I could say in a lifetime."  His voice trembled.
"It is ... what you would wish ?" There was hesitancy in the
question.
"A queer trick of Fate's, to bring us thus together again," he
answered dully, "Who could believe in so tremendous a coincidence ?"
By that question he resolved her doubts into relieved amusement.
"Why, nobody, of course. For there is no coincidence. The trick is
not Fate's. It is mine. How came you not to guess it ? Had you so
little faith in me ? Had you no sense of the depth of my sincerity ?
Could you conceive it just a coincidence that they should offer you my
hand in marriage?"
Into his staggering, groping senses came the recollection of a gibe,
flung by his mother or Scipione, that the all-absorbing Doria upon his
marriage had imposed his name upon Madonna Peretta's son and
even upon her niece. He remembered, too, that Gianna—the diminu-
tive of Giovanna—was a niece of that Marquis of Fenaro who had been
Madonna Peretta's first husband.
He stood foolishly tongue-tied, faced with the horror of confessing
that he had never suspected the identity of the bride they offered him,
yet realizing how imposisble was that confession unless he added
unthinkable explanations.
Fortunately she took her answer from his silence. "I see that you
did not. Perhaps you accounted me too guileless. Oh, but I can ba
guileful, Prospero, as you'll find. You just accepted me as a gift—-a
bountiful gift, I hope—from the hands of Madam Fortune. That is
to be over full of faith in Fortune. When I tell you all, I hope you will
have as much faith in me. Then, perhaps, you'll become more like
the Prospero I remember. So far, my dear, I scarcely recognize you
for my songster of the garden."
He murmured airy evasions, whilst she led him to the embrasure
of a mullioned window that looked across the miracle of a garden
Montorsoli had created to the gleaming harbour, where Prosperous
galleys rode amid the crowd of shipping. In that embrasure, as in an
alcove, whilst still in view, there was a sense of being private. A chair
of embossed and painted leather, craftsmanship of the Moors of Spain,
had been set there. Gianna sank to it, and calmly composed her silver
gown about her. Quietly she told her tale.
Heaven had offered her the chance to make her happiness and
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